THE  NEW  MACHIAVELLI

occupied was covered by a grape-vine thai yielded, I
remember, small green grapes for pics in the spring,
and imperfectly ripe black grapes in favourable
autumns for the purposes of dessert. The grape-vine
played an important part in my life, for my father
broke his neck while he was pruning it, when I was
thirteen.

My father was what is called a man of ideas, but
they were not always good ideas. My grandfather
had been a private schoolmaster and one of the
founders of the College of Preceptors, and my father
had assisted him in his school until increasing com-
petition and diminishing attendance had made it
evident that the days of small private schools kept
by unqualified persons were numbered. Thereupon
my father had roused himself and had qualified as a
science teacher under the Science and Art Depart-
ment, which in those days had charge of the scientific
and artistic education of the mass of the Knglish
population, and had thrown himself into science
teaching and the earning of govmmirnl grants
therefor with great if transitory swal and success.

I do not remember anything of my father's earlier
and more energetic time. 1 was the child of my
parents' middle years; they married when my father
was thirty-five and my mother past forty, and I saw
only the last decadent phase of his educational career.

The Science and Art Department, has vanished
altogether from the world, and people are forgetting it
now with the utmost readiness and gcmTosily. Part
of its substance and staff and spirit survive, more or
less completely digested into the Board of Education.